


— 9S — 
ee m — x — — eee oe A eee es i Spe ee am: ‘GER or: 


Si. 2a = ———ae ee i See RE SEES SE = ——— = 
= LTS = —— oe SSS SSS 6.45.5 ZS Se —— ae 
“ — ;: 


- J. 
a i 
> Zz 
° _— 
oc 
a in 
— 
bas 
#4 
= fh 
Cc be 


Bis 
xf 
Ps) 
5 
< 
of 
ax 


BELLES 


S 


HELD’ 




















You’ve got all four 


corners bolted down 































when you let Camels blaze youa 
new trail of cigarette enjoyment! 


And, my, my, how Camels refreshing 
flavor and remarkable mellow mildness 
will do that little thing to your supreme 
satisfaction ! 


Camels quality and Camels expert blend 
of choice Turkish and choice Domestic 
tobaccos are so unusual, so appetizing 
you'll marvel that such delight could be 
gotten out of a cigarette! You'll prefer 
where in seenthealy Camels blend to either kind of tobacco 
cigarettes for 20cents: smoked straight! 
ton We strongly ree- And, you’re not likely to overlook the fact 
the home or office sue- that Camels never tire your taste! 


ply or when you travel 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 








Os eS ees 


it 


aE EES Se — ee lS le TF 


wT ORES. TIE toe 


tr 





SEP 23 1920 


Volume 79 J [ D © | } Number 2026 
$7.00 a Year 15 Cents a Copy 


Drawn by 


“THE HAPPY MED M” 





it the Post Office at New York New York, AuGust 28, 1920 


sar 





Orson LoweLii 


Guess How Many Witt Atrenp Next SunpDAy 


Sunday-School Superintendent: Young gentlemen, I beg to announce that this is Miss Freestone’s last Sunday 
with us until her return in the Autumn. Our friend, Brother Grimjaw, whom I now present to you, will have charge of 
the class each Sunday afternoon during her absence. 
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“| FIND THE ONLY WAY TO KEEP SERVANTS IS TO TREAT THEM AS OUR EQUALS.” 


But, MY DEAR, AREN’T YOU RATHER AMBITIOUS?” 
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A Story Based on Documents Recently Discovered in the New York State Insane Asylum | 


A, E, I, O, U or The Mysterious Letters i 
1 


By Gevetr Burcess 
Author of “Are You a Bromide?” “Goops and How to Be Them,” “ Ain't Angie Awfull” and “The Great Y ellowish Mystery.” 


———— 


For another week Ferret lived on chewing-gum, and then 
he was summoned to the presence of Mr. Mazumoid. 


CHAPTER I 


Ferret’s Financial Minusness 


ecm oe 


ERRET, the Albinodetective, was sitting on a keg of CHAPTER 2 
assorted fingernail clippings from the Merry Mani 


They are melted up with molasses 


———s 


es Mrs. Mazumoid’s Mystery 
cures (Limited). ‘ aa. 


and made into tortoise shell spectacles, you know—or announced the bankocrat, “has during the 


wife,” 





didn’t you? Anyway, you must know how risky it is 
to melt manicures. 

But Ferret’s mind was exceedingly elsewhere. He 
thinking of his first love, a very difficult thing for a thorough- 
bred Albino. Heaven knows it’s seldom attempted even by 
those possessing real eyebrows. Ferret’s first love, however, 
had smelled so strongly of ripe money that he could never quite 
forget. He wished she were still alive. She always had a new- 
laid 5 for him, and often a ro. 

Well, he must drum up business. He was as far out of work 
as a corkscrew-maker, and his landlord was having daily conver- 
sations with him, through the keyhole. And the world was full 
of $ $ $! 

Yet how rare are trillionaires in August! It was days before 
Ferret caught one and when he did the man had nothing what- 
ever to be detected, except a rather hootchy breath. He 
said, however, that he would keep Ferret in mind, in case any- 
thing particularly venomous turned up, 


was 


“M* 


last week received several anonytied letters, each on pale, 
pistache paper.” 

The Albinodetective committed a one-and-three-eighths- 
inch smile, and said nothing. That was the only thing in fact 
he knew how to say in Portuguese, and any other language, at 
such a time would have seemed inadequate. 

“My wife, as I often call her,”’ Mr. Mazumoid proceeded, 
“is, in her portly way, annoyed. I will give you $1,000 if you 
will discover the inventor of the outrage and get an explanotion 
from him.” And he sighed like a man from Kansas catching his 
first sight of a New York hotel menu. 

Ferret’s ears fairly trembled as he looked skilfully at the first 
letter: 


“Dearie Pearl; 

Your maid tells me that your second best corset is 
somewhat worn. Why not get a new Adiposylph which 
are made even large enough for you? Jambo.” 


ee 
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A Cry ¥ 


The second made his very nostrils stand on end: 


* Pearlopeac h 


That mole on the back of your neck is getting 
larger. Use the Razz Razorette; they are only $2.15 


nickel box n’everything. 


Jimbc.’ 


It was the third, however, that gave him a clue: 


“ Darlopear! 


Aren’t the roots of your hair getting brunettified? 


Goldilocks Yellowine is cheap. 


“The writer,”’ declared Ferret, 
the air of a connoisseur, “is a 
clever forger. He never wrote a 
word of those letters!” 

“You mean——” asked Mr. 
Mazumoid, who often wrote 
subtitles for the movies. 

But Ferret was too sharp to 
be caught that way. “I shall 
look,” he said, “for a man with a 
severe toothache. The person 
who wrote these letters had a ter 
rible nerve!” 


CHAPTER 3 
A Brain Flattened at the Poles 
ERRET’S first step was to 
take Pearl Mazumoid’s toe- 
prints. At first the lady ob- 


jected, but after an ‘anestheti: 
had been administered she suf 


Remember I see you! 
Je mbo.”’ 


sipping the mucilage with 
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Tue Barrie or Bunker Hit 


or Hep 


fered little pain. Her left great toe showed that, sooner or 
later, she must have stepped on a carpet tack, but there were no 
other signs of a cruel or revengeful disposition. Indeed, Ferret 
felt that he could love that woman—she had money. And 
what was more, she had more money. Not only her hair, but 
her very teeth were gold. 

Pearl’s maid was next questioned by the Albinodetective as 
to letter No. 1. (See above). True, she answered his ques 
tions, but he questioned her answers. It seemed improbable 
that she wouldn’t know whether her mistress’s corsets were rare 
or well done. She did, though, offer one valuable piece of ad- 
vice. She thought that “jambo”’ must be some kind of fruit 
jelly 

Now hot on the scent, Ferret set out for a man of sweet 
nature and well preserved for his age. Some one, probably, 

who looked like a pineapple, 
) would do. 


“ CHAPTER 4 


Ferret Watches the Males 


OIL those letters carefully 

as he might, Ferret was 

unable to find the least trace of 

their authorship. They were 
postmarked from Times Square; 

but though he sat on a mail box 

on the corner of 42nd Street and 
Broadway for days and days 
swinging his legs, watching and 
waiting for a sweet man to post a 
pistache letter, his patience was 

* rewarded only by getting himself 
Go all over red paint. Pretty girls 
would occasionally stop and feed 

him crackers, it is true, but that 
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didn’t get him anywhere. He 
ilways found himself after- 
ward still perched prominently 
on that ironical iron box. 

But inspite of these efforts, 
letters and more letters kept 
irriving as if on horseback 
but not really, of course) at 
the palace of the Mazumoids. 
No. 4 was singularly effete: 


‘*Pearline Dearest, 
You really mustn’t 
pronounce it entire. 
Don’t you know that 
at the Blarney School 
of Languages you 
can get ten lessons in 
Palaver for $14? 
J omby 
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Could they have been sent 
by the Rotary Club? Ferret 
even went so far as to ask his 
own wife’s advice. The strain had unnerved him. But Mrs. 
Ferret was already dead, and the Ovija Board jigger had lost 
i hind leg. The answer was unsausage factory. It merely 
kept repeating, “I seen him when he done it!” 


CHAPTER 5 
Ever Downward to the End 


ERRET was now going about all day with a large mag- 
nifying glass, looking for jambos. His brain had begun 
to scramble, and his ingrowing tonsils gave him no .espite. He 
felt like one who is walking through guava jelly up to his ears- 
but still he strungled on—on—in search of that thousand 
dollars, and no takers 
Letter No. 5 had now arrived,and Mr. Mazumoid was almost 


By TH! 








TIME YOU VE ROLLED HALF THE LAWN 


Scandinavian in his anguish. Could you read this and be a 
clam? 
“Pearlioto: 
The way your right heel is run over makes me 
Shall I send you some Jounic foots—live, 
Jumbo.” 


seasi 4 
bleeding rubber? 


The secret fastnesses of his wife’s life were being revealed 
treated as just jest. Had she an intimate friend who knew 
All? Trouble was brewing, and it had a 66% kick to it. He 
suspected his chauffeur, but as the man had just asked for a 
raise, the banker dared not speak to him above a whisper. 

Ferret also was now desperate. But one night came courage, 
and from the lips of sweetest innecence. It was in a movie the- 
ater that what happened, did. An artless comedy it was, but 

when the bucket of hot tar was 
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AND———AFTER MARRIAGE 
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emptied over the beauteous at- 
mosphere’s head, even Ferret, for 
a moment, felt that life was in- 
deed worth living. 

A rapturous gurgle beside him 
awakened him to the stern real- 
ities of existence. Was he being 
made love to—again; He felt a 
thrill upon his triceps, and turned 

lit a match. The girl was as 
beautiful as Emmet Corrigan! 
And it was the same sweet She 
of the tar shampoo upon the 
screen! 

“Every night I come,” she 
murmured, as if she were confess 
ing to her Diary in visible writ- 
ing. “I glory in the sight! It 
was my One Moment before 
the camera. Next day I was 
fired.” 

It is from chance remarks 
like this, dear Reader, that lofty 
ideas are born. But this is no 
place to discuss eugenics. Suffice 
it to say that that night Ferret 
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“SHIVER MY TIMBERS luis 


ITE DITTY.” 


dreamed a dream 
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so I shall go right on 


PHONOGRAPH IS PLAYIN« 


CHAPTER 6 


7 he 


End 


“WE LL, Mr. Mazumoid,”’ said the Albinodetective 


sure of his thousand dollars, “I have discovered the 


writer of the letters!” 


just before bursting; and his smile was the 
victim of acute cirrhosis, after 


Taking his 17th bottle of Old 
Doctor Flammerty’s Great 
Medical Discovery and Dis 
cobolus Cure 
And it is—? Mr. Ma 

zumoid was turning a beautiful 
orchid nuance 

“You are right It is 
ME!” declared Ferret 

The Tankomaniac grinned 
like a clothespin. ‘ That’s where 
you're wrong, my dear sir I 
wrote those letters my self.” 

And. while 


glaring at each other, as friendly 


the two wert 


as milestones, Pearl Mazumoid 
galloped into the room like a 
rogue elephant after a hearty 
meal of teakwood. She broke 
into a hundred tears 

* she bleated. 
“"Twas I who sent those let- 


“Forgive me! 


ters to me—I wanted you to 
think that some one loved me! 
And I knew that only mail at- 
tention would make you jeal- 
ous 

And this, as you no doubt 
have long suspected, is The End. 


Same Name 

Teacher—This book says 
that a “pestilence visited the 
people.”” Do you know what 
that means? 

Willie Willis—Sure. That’s 
what pa calls grandma when 
she comes to see us. 


And Ferret swelled up like 
satisfied smile of 
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I don’t believe in telling dreams, it’s silly; 





Some of the Few Things Which 


Five Cents Will Still Buy 


By Wituam Lewis Jupy 


CUP of coffee, if they haven’t raised the price. 
Shoelaces for a one-legged man 
One-half of a dime loaf of bread. 

A nickel’s worth of candy. 

Two two’s and a one at the post office. 

Part of a pound of butter. 

A 6-cent bar of chocolate on bargain days. 

A nickel soda if they forget the War-tax. 

\ sullen “* Thank you” from the waiter 

One sock at the five-and-ten-cent store 

A pamphlet on the high cost of living. 

Five portraits on copper of Abraham Lincoln. 
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Cutting Converse 
I've gotta have my tonsils removed. 
Well, any one of these here tonsorial parlors ought 


to do the trick 


at last 
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More War-Made Millionaires 


1gs—The Kaiser hasn’t a friend on earth 


Suppose not, but the Map Makers Association have 


hung his picture in their anteroom 









































WILLIE’S IDEA OF THE WEATHER MAN 
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The Hop, Skip and Jump in Literature 


By Mary 


O" the way of a man with a maid, 
The Old Testament tells us, is strange, 
And the magazine yarn of today 
Proves that man is not subject to change. 
When the Hero starts wooing a Maid, 
Quite prepared all the others to shun, 
He gasps: “Phyllis, my sweetheart, my own 
And (Continued on Page 31)! 





Then of tires and soaps, soups and hams 
And of motor-car fixings you learn, 
While you wander through Ads. by the score 
And to Page 31 quickly turn. 
Here the Hero and Phyllis appear 
Next to tooth-paste! He cries: “Phyllis, you 
Hold my heart in your dear little hand, 
And” (Continued on Page 42)! 





Never Paid 


Hewitt—There is a lot of white paper wasted. 


Jewelt 


For instance, when bills are sent to you! What? 


K. HutTcHinson 


Cigarettes, metal beds and pure gum 
Pass before you again until “He 
Draws her close to his fast beating heart 
And” (Continued on Page 53)! 
Then more tires, tobacco and fruit 
Fly before you—you scarcely can wait— 
“He bends nearer, his lips touching hers, 
And” (Continued on page 88)! 


Some more cars, buckwheat cakes and steel pens, 


And he whispers “ My darling, you’re mine! 
Now I'll conquer the world for your sake 

And” (Continued on Page 99)! 
Oh, the way of a man with a maid, 

The Old Testament tells us, is strange, 
And the magazine yarn of today 

Proves that Solomon’s rules never change! 


baat 


Cupidiosyncrasy 


Flora—The man that I marry must be clever. 
Dora—My dear, clever men remain single. 


SE your BRAINS! MUNb, THIS Is "NAE BEETHOVEN YE'RI 
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Twelve Months After 
I | 


By Georct 


] VAI) 


S I entered the room, she looked up Irom the n agazine she 
was reading. After I had greeted her in lover-like fash 
ion, she held open the magazine for my perusal 

\ very cynical person wrote this,’ she said. “ise 

ten \ man once loved the same woman for forty years. Hy 
was hope lessly insane.’”’ 

‘A stupid epigram,”’ I commented. “ Stupid and silly, He 
had not met you.” 

“Yes, but perhaps—” she was doubtful. “I know I shall 


love you always, though 





hé “Never!” I asserted. “Never shall J cease Perhaps 
vou 
She waited for me to finish. I prudently remained wordless. 
“Ina year,” she suggested. “Ina year from today, we shall 
meet.” 
“Agreed. But | know 
* . * * 
\ year later, I was at the meeting-place. It was 
the lobby of a down-town hotel. 
She entered upon the arm of a nondescript indi- 
, vidual 
| ‘A year ago—”’ she began. 
. : “T remember,” I interrupted. 
' “Let me introduce We both spoke together. 
' My husband!” she completed. 
“My wife!” I finished. 
: We met again, a week later. I quoted the epigram. 
“*A man once loved the same woman for forty 
vears. He was hopelessly insane.’ Shall we meet 
again, in a vear?” 
: Her reply was decisive and final. 
i | Ps No! “ 
¢ I echoed the monosy llable. 
“ox 


New Laundry Equipment 
Mistress—Dinah, why are you so set on getting 
your washing all done before you eat lunch? 
Dinah—’Cause, Missus, I’se jus’ use ter washin’ 


on mah breakfuss, an’ ironin’ on mah lunch, COLLEGE 








SOMETHI? EV AND SPEEDY I1 NOT ONLY SATISFIES BABY’ 


] Two Inscriptions 


By Epwin H. BLancuarp 


I. For an Old-fashioned Home 

AVENDER and long-ago 
And dreams of far Cathay, 

Frankincense and high romance, 
And all that I would say, 

All that I would whisper, love, 
To make you happy, too, 

Are mirrored in this home of mine 
That I have built for you. 


Il. For a Modern House 
Rolling-stocks and mortgage bonds, 
The profits of tomorrow, 
——. . Dividends, securities, 
\ And all that I could borrow, 
All that I could borrow, love, 
To settle every bill 
Are sunk in building you this hous« 
Upon Exclusive Hill. 


RAVIN FOR EXCITEMENT 


Not for Her 
He (calling from bedroom)—Mary, would you wear thes« 
striped pants down town tonight r 
She—You poor boob, do you think I want to get pinched? 


Armor 
Reporter—The actress was struck in the face by a piece of 
glass. 
City Editor—Was she injured very badly? 
Reporter—Not at all; she had just made up. 


All Taken Back to the Store 
“Madam, I have come to take the Census.” 
“Indade and you'll take nothing. I haven’t a single piece 
of installment plan furniture in the house.” 


The Renovator 
“Casterby has recently done well, hasn’t he?” 
“T fancy so. He has had both his car and his wife done 


over.” 
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Uncultured Father-—Jest ROLL YER SLEEVES UP LIKE YE’VE GOT THEM 
PANTS, AND YE’LL BE ABLE TO EARN YOUR KEEP AROUND HERE. 
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The Sad Old 





HARD TO DODGE THE HEARSE” 


World 


By Watt Mason 


if ustrated D 


OFTEN hear sad people say, “This world’s a vale of tears, 

it’s getting punker every day, it isn’t worth three cheers.”’ 

And all extremely pious folk denounce in scething terms 

this life as an unseemly joke, and say we all are worms. 

And now and then, when full of prunes, I crank up my 

old lyre, and spring a lot of doleful tunes which would your 

spirit tire. “It is a sickly vale of woe, a piace of tears and toil,” 
I say, when I have stubbed my toe, or W hen I have a boil. 

The world’s in fact a pleasant sphere, and it has features 
sweet, 2nd though we all abuse it here, we'd find it hard to beat. 
We all insist it is a frost, but when we're billed to leave, we would 
hang on at any cost; departure makes us grieve. 

I well recall my Uncle James, who found this world a fake; 
he hated all its sinful games, which made his innards ache. 
He yearned to reach some golden shore where joy bells ever 
chime; there he’d sing hymns forevermore and have the derned 
est time. He said he was a stranger here, and heaven was his 
home, and till he found that homeland near, no joy could fill 
You’d think to hear my uncle talk that he could 
hardly wait until he hit the jasper walk and passed the golden 
gate 

One day | 


his dome 


e read an almanac that boosted certain pills, and 


Ratenu Barton 


T hen all 
his money went for jugs of remedies for man; his weekly stock 


found he’d symptoms in his back of many deadly ills 
of helpful drugs would fill a moving van. He swallowed quarts 
of whiskers dye, and steadily grew worse; I never s2.w an uncle 
try so hard to dodge the hearse And he wore belt and liver 
pad and trusses three or four, and all the doctors in the grad 
came chugging to his door. 

And when the stern physician said, “* You'll last two hours 
no more,”’ my Uncle James sat up in bed and raised an awful 
roar. The world he had abused so long he knew was out of trim, 
but, though it still was full of wrong, it looked quite smooth 
to him. 

I hear of better worlds than this, and wonder what they’re 
like; men say they’re full of endless bliss, gold pavemenfon the 
pike. And it is sweet to look ahead to countries so sublime, and 
feel that after we are dead we'll have a bully time 

But I am in no eager sweat to reach another sphere; this 
planet is my one best bet while I am living here. 

I still may roast the good old globe, and say it should be 
hung, when I go forth to buy a robe and find I have been stung; 
but I won’t rush to reach the stars and shed all worldly care; 
I fear they won’t have motor cars or movies over there. 
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PEBBLES ON THE BEACH 
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In Rural 


By Joseru Sims 


HE gray dawning of the morning lightens the eastern sky ; 
the cock rents the peaceful valley with his stentorian 
call, as he heralds the coming of a new day. 

Slowly the door opens, and in the shortening shadows a man, 
blackbearded and grim of face, moves like an omen of evil 
toward the stately buildings that house the lowing kine. 

Out where the silences echo the my riad noises of the night 
he wends his way, clutching in one brawny hand a shining, 
round and empty receptacle; in the other a crude and common 
place piece of furniture, plebeian in design, yet solid as the oaken 
tree that gave it birth. 

Sleepily he approaches the unsuspecting victims of his de 
signs, and as he nears the building, chanticleer crows three 


‘Vili gut PR nagN et dt GMMR NONE eo AP RRA Sy 


Worth Taking a Chance 
“What in the world did Jones want to buy that tawdry 
looking house for?”’ 
“Oh, I think he’s going to dig for buried treasure. 
saloonkeeper used to own it.” 


An old 


Played Out 
“Tt’s a king’s ransom.” 
“That expression is obsolete as a term denoting wealth. 
Mosi kings could now be ransomed for about four dollars and 
a half.” 


13 


Setting 


times, as if hurling a warning to his friends, yet all unsuspecting, 
they slumber on. 

\s light stirs in the eastern skies where the sun thrusts his 
first golden rays upward and stabs to the heart the black clouds 
of darkness, the moon pales, and the sun-kissed clouds suddenly 
burst forth in magnificent beauty, and day is here. 

From the building the rhythmic music of lacteal fluid falling 
like rain-drops dancing in the dawn greet the ear, dropping as 
if from a battle to the death with a silver sunbeam. 





All of which is simply the way a sub-title motion-picture 
writer would describe the hired man taking the milk pail and 
stool out to the barn and milking the cows at sun-up. 


Sir! 
Old Golfer (to lady in front) —Excuse me, madam, but a single 
plaver has no rights on this course. 
The Lady—Bit I’m married! 


Some people can’t walk in the straight and narrow path 
without treading on other people’s toes. 


“And a Yard Wide’’ 
“T see where cotton prices have taken quite a drop.” 
“Fine! Now I can get an all-wool suit at a decent price.” 
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N one place on earth there are no profiteers, if one may 
believe a statement recently made to the New York Sun 
by a returned traveler. The place is the Marquesas 
Islands, and he says that there ease for life may be had 
by the investment of one thousand dollars 

Oh, happy isles! They are in the southern Pacific, 
thirty-five hundred miles Southwest of San Francisco and 
under French dominion, which of itself makes for toleration and 
happiness. The thousand dollars is presumably to be in 
vested in land, and perhaps a house, although in that climate 
the housing problem, so important here, is a negligible con 


about 


sideration 

From the land the ease-seeker may get breadfruit, cocoanuts 
and tropical fruits for the picking. If he is not satisfied to live 
on these, there are the fish of the sea to be had for the cat h 
ing. In the mountains there are doubtless goats or other ani 
mals for the non-vegetarians. The climate makes clothing a 
mere affectation to be disregarded in the expense account. With 
the springs for drinking water and the sea for bathing, fifteen 
dollar-a-day plumbers and helpers may be dispensed with 
utterly. It is also quite possible that the owner may from bis 
land get, with very small effort, copra or other commercial prod 
ucts that will give him money for the few things he can 
not pick, or catch, or barter for. So much for the material 
side 

For pleasure he will have taken with him all the books that 
he had always intended to read and never had time for in the 
struggle for making a civilized living. Tobacco he will rais« 
with little labor or get at small expense. The white lights of 
Broadway or Main Street he will have to dispense with and 
substitute for them the glories of the tropical moon and the 
Southern Cross. For the prohibitory aridity of our own cli 
mate, he will have the congeniality and exhilaration of his own 


He Ww ill ilso be 


or native fermentation and brewing or distilling 


free to spend what money he cares and can afford to for the 


bottled and other products of sunny France and other free coun 
tries. If his soul longs for the barbarous jazz of our own refined 
land, he will find it in unadulterated form among his native 
He is not likely to be irritated into witnessing mov 
To sat 


neighbors. 
ies and girl-and-music shows of the Broadway brand 
isfy his artistic cravings he has but to open his eyes to behold 
most beautiful landscapes and marine views 


No automobiles to run him down. No vulgar crowds to 
jostle him. No gum-chewers. No politics. Few things to 
annoy and many to please. All this for life by the investment 
of a paltry thousand dollars. if the Sun’s traveler is to be 
believed. 

And no profiteers! 


just what is a profiteer? 

There must be some legal definition or they wouldn’t 
be sending men to prison for engaging in the practice. Are 
you a profiteer if you realize five per cent. clear on your busi 
ness? Or ten percent? If you are making fifteen per cent., you 
are perhaps getting in the dangerous zone. If twenty per cent. 
you are probably guilty. If twenty-five, vou certainly are 

\re you a profiteer if vou take a thousand dollars to Wall 
street and double it in a single turn of the market? That’s a 
hundred per cent. profit. Or if you bet five dollars on a twenty 
to-one shot at the races and win? That’s two thousand per 
cent. Of course there are persons who think you ought to be 
sent to jail for either of these transactions, but on other grounds 
than profiteering 

lo the layman it is a bit difficult to decide just where to draw 
the line, and in popular estimation profiteering has become such 
a heinous offence that we ought to be careful before we apply the 
é pithet or we are going to hurt the feelings ol persons W ho stand 
very high in the community. 

Whence, for instance, would have 
American fortunes if their creators had been obliged to content 
themselves with reasonable returns for their time, their labor 

nd their risks? If their forbears had been limited in their 
profits in lands, in furs, in oil and in railroads, it is to be feared 
that a good many of our best advertised aristocracy would now 
be walking or riding in street-cars instead of running over the 
proletariat with their Rolls-Royces. 


come all our great 


HEN it comes to profiteering the proletariat isn’t so 

slow itself. No one has_ noticed any perceptible 

modesty on the part of the labor unions when they are able to 

make demands and enforce them. No one sees their leader- 

sitting down and carefully determining whether what they 
demand is just for the employer as well as the employed. 

Even so respectable a party as your Uncle Sam has been 
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“George Bernard 


The Vegetarian 
Shaw has been a vegetarian for thirty-six 
vears,” said an editor. “Shaw told me a 
vegetarian story the last time I visited 
him in London. 

“ He said he was walking in the Strand 
one day when a beggar held him up and P) 


asked for a little money to buy food, 
claiming he had eaten nothing for forty- Victim 
eight hours. Shaw gave him a note to 
Frascati’s for a full meal, and stopped in 
there the next day to pay the bill. The 
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erapher—Now, I WANT you TO LOOK 
JUST AS THOUGH YOU WERE NOT HAVING YOUR 
PHOTO TAKEN. 


WELL, THEN, GIVE ME BACK MY 
pEeposit!—Sydney (Australia) Bulletin. 


Groaning Board—He, poor 


Humor 
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His Destination—For long hours, it 
seemed to the bored passengers, the train 
had puffed and panted and twisted its 
way from Blairgowrie, and at length drew 
wearily into Dundee Station. 

Roused from their slumber by the 
noise and bustle of arrival, two languid 
occupants of a first-class carriage yawned 
and stretched themselves. 

“Well,” sighed one of them, in relief, as 
he collected his luggage, “‘thank good- 
ness, that’s the worst part of my journey 
over!” 


“T sent a poor beggar here yesterday,” 
he said. “What do I owe you?” 

“*Seventeen and six, Mr. Shaw,’ said 
the manager with a smile. 

“* Seventeen and six, eh? And what 
were the items?’ 

“*Fight beers,’ said the manager, 
‘three whiskys, a pint of port, four cigars 
and a package of Virginia cigarettes. A 
true vegetarian like yourself, sir.’” 
—Detroit Free Press. 


chap, was stopping at a cheap boarding- 
house and one Sunday noon, after he had 
eaten a turkey neck, a potato, and a 
splinter of sodden mince pie the landlady 
said to him as he rose just as the weak 
coffee was brought on: 

“Oh, don’t leave the table, Mr. 
Smith.” 

“T must, madam,” said Smith grimly. 
“Tt’s hard wood, and my teeth are not 
what they used to be.”—London Answers. 


“‘Going far?” asked his fellow-traveler, 
casually. 

“Shanghai!” 
London Tit-Bits. 


was the cool reply.— 


Described— What sort of a place 
is this Loneville where Binks is living ?” 

* Well, there are about sixty trains a 
day that don’t stop there.” —Harper’s 
Magazine. 





having a go at the universal game. 


In his case it took the spec- 


Uncle Sam made several millions out of this unwillingness to 


tacular accomplishments of the picturesque Ponzi to call atten- 
tion to what our respected Uncle was doing, although the facts 
had been known to some persons for a considerable time. 


[° seems that practically up to the present, Postmaster- 

General Burleson has been selling foreign money orders to 
the public at the same rates of exchange that prevailed before 
the war. For example, if you wanted to send ten doliars to 
your wife and children in Italy, or to your sick aunt in France, 
and went to the post office fora money order, you would get 
about fifty lire or fifty francs for your ten dollars. Confiding 
foreigners hive a way of trusting government institutions and 
raised no question about the rate. Quite a few Americans, un- 
familiar with foreign exchange, trusted Uncle Sam and took his 
word for the fairness of these transactions. No postal clerk 
was under obligation or instructions to tell them that by going 
to the nearest bank the trusting one could get a hundred and 
forty lire or francs. instead of fifty, for the same ten dollars. 


advise his customers, which profit will redound to the credit of 
the Burleson régime in the Post Office Department. 


FTER all, profiteering seems to be only a new name for 

the good old game of grab that has been going on ever 

since human beings have wanted to have more of the good 

things of earth than their neighbors. If JupGE is not mistaken, 

the good book tells us that Joseph and his brethren were early 

practitioners, which may account for the fact that their descen- 
dants have been adept at it ever since. 

Just now the effort seems to be to segregate and make crim- 
inal the game as applied to the necessities of life such as food, 
clothing, housing and the like. 

More power to the elbows of those who give this close defini- 
tion to the words “ profiteer’’ and “ profiteering”’ and are able to 
find a punishment for it and enforce the punishment thorough- 
ly. And in their pursuit of the little fellows may they not over- 
look the big ones! 























His Hope—We know a good story on 
an Irishman. We cannot tell it, because 
it is the type of story we find great 
difficulty in elucidating. But we can in 
dicate it and assume the liberty of 
doing so. An Irishman with something 
‘‘on his hip” strolled nonchalantly into 
an open cellarway. He fell with a 
splintering crash, and as he struggled 
upright from his recumbent position he 
felt the trickle of a liquid substance upon 
his bare skin. “My God!” he said, as 
he set about to determine the extent and 
details of the accident oh hope it’s 


blood.” — Philadelphia Public Ledger 


No Way to Help Production—Her 
we are clamoring for production in all 
lines, and every time a first-class moon 
shine still gets going right, along comes 
Jim Com 
deputies and knocks the stuffin’ out of it. 


Lexington Herald 


s with an ax and a squad of 





The Penalty of Possession 
BT 





Cae 


Bill—How mucu covutp I Ger ror tuts? 
Pawnbroker—AT LEAST THREE MONTHS! 


Karikaturen (Chr 


No Bait—*‘ Queer about my husband.” 

“What's the trouble?” 

“Since the country went dry he hasn’t 
taken the slightest interest in fishing 
trips, and it used to be his favorite 
pastime.”’"—Detroit Free Press. 


Plenty of Biz—‘ Does it pay you to 
keep your bar open tor non alcoholic 
beverages?” 

“Oh, yes. Thousands of people come 
in, look around mournfully, ard order 
a glass of something soft.”’—Louisville 


Courier-Journal 











Premature—“ The trouble with Bob is 
that he’s ahead of the times.” 

* How’s that?” 

“Well, he went to look for work and 
found there was a strike on. So he 
joined the strikers before he got the 
job.’""—London Telegraph. 


The Test—Some visitors who were 
being shown over a pauper lunatic asy 
lum inquired of their guide what method 
was employed to discover when the in 
mates were sufficiently recovered to 
leave 

“Well,” replied he, “it’s this way. We 
have a big trough of water, and we turns 
on the tap. We leave it running, and 
tell "em to bail out the water with pails 
until they’ve emptied the trough.”’ 

“How does that prove it?” asked one 
of the visitors. 

“Well,” said the guide, “them as ain’t 


idiots turns off the tap Dallas News. 


And Yet They Make Fun of Our Restive Ways 
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“ \ Quiet Summer Houipay at an Encuisu Seasive Resort.’’—The Bystander (London). 
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Stumped 

I asked the butcher for some steak. 
Said he: “ What cut, now, will you take? 
Here is the bottom of the round. 
The price is fifty cents a pound—” 
I looked him keenly in the eye 
And as I went he heard me sigh: 

“T can’t afford it.” 


My shovel scraped the coalbin floor. 
Said I: “I’ve got to have some more.” 
I asked the pric e by telephone: 
The coal man’s answer made me groan: 
“It’s fourteen-fifty, sir, today—” 
I murmured as I turned away: 

“T can’t afford it.” 


My trouserloons were wearing through; 
\ great big pat« h would never do. 
Thought I: “ The crisis is acute, 

I guess I'll have to have a suit.” 

But when the tailor named the price, 
“Nay, Nay!” I muttered—like that 

twice 
“T can’t afford it.” 


But how continue, then, to live? 
The cost is now prohibitive, 
And dying, too, is not so cheap. 
For funerals just now cost a heap, 
Oh, what a puzzled wretch am L! 
I cannot live—I cannot die 

“T can’t afford it.” 

Somerville Journal. 


Pups and a Boy 
Some folks likes to go an’ see 
Circus shows—but as fer me 
Git some pups, then find a boy, 
An’ I'll git my,full share of joy! 


Pups theirselves, when they’re alone, 
Makes a circus all their own; 

Then just add a boy—an’ gee! 
They’re a whole menagerie! 


Boy, he'll kind o’ make p’tend 

He’s their only livin’ friend; 

Then, first thing you know, he'll jist 
Give their tails a little twist. 


Holler! Gosh, but they'll git sore, 
Then come back to git some more. 
I’ve seen pups put up a bluff 

Like they’d never had enough. 


Boy, he’ll chase ’em all about 

Till their tongues is hangin’ out; 
Ketch ’em where their necks is slack, 
Then—kerflop!—they’re on their back! 


Diplomatic See-Saw 


———————————— 





























“TF THE COLLEC rOR FOR THE TAILOR CALLS, SEND HIM OVER TO THE OFFICE. I LEFT ORDERS 


OVER THERE TO SEND HIM HERE. —4 Careta 


Oh, they’ll snarl an’ fume an’ fuss 
Till you’d swear you heard ’em cuss; 
Then they'll sneak away an’ quit 
Like they’d got th’ worst of it 


Boy, all tired, thinks he has won, 

But them pups ain’t never done; 

They just wait to ketch his grin, 

Then hop up an’ start agin! 
Indianapolis News 


A Voice in the Wilderness 


== 











‘| MARVEL HOW THESE SPIRITUALISTS CAN 
CALL uP Napo.teon, Casar, AND HEAVEN 


KNOWS WHO ELSE, BY SIMPLY RAPPING A 
TABLE. I'VE BANGED THIS TABLE FOR HALF 
AN HOUR AND CAN’T EVEN CALL UP A WAITER.” 
—Klods Hans (Copenhagen). 
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Shopping—‘“I’m sorry I can’t suit 
you in dress goods.” 

“Well, the fact is,” said the lady, 
“that what I really want to buy is a re- 
frigerator.’’—Detroit Free Press. 


He Ought to Know Better— [here is 
no use trying to joke witha woman. The 
other day Jones heard a pretty good co 
nundrum and decided to try it on his 
wife. 

“Do you know why I am like a mule?” 
he asked her when he went home. 

“No,” she replied promptly. “I know 
you are, but I donjt know why vou are.” 
—Boston Transcript. 


Betrayed Herself—He looked despair 
ingly into vacancy. 

“T have had my misgivings,”’ he said, 
in a dull passionless voice, “ but now I am 
sure. Your laugh shows me you are ut 
terly heartless.” 

She turned pale. 

“Heavens!”’ she cried in terror, “did I 
open my mouth as wide as that?”’—Stray 
Stories. 


Can Speak for One Woman—** One 
never knows what will please a woman.” 
“Oh, I wouldn’t say that. In the case 
of my wife anything beyond our means ts 
sure to.’’—Boston Transcript. 
(Continued on page 20) 
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Why He Was Arrested 
you think of Uncle | 
that old junk a 
Surely not for speeding? 
for blocking 


cyclist who is looking bewildered at 
machine)—Lost anything, mister? 
M otorist—Ves 
Pedestrian—What is it? 
M otorist—My girl.—London Telegraph. 
Male 


DDH 


Nope 


Times 


Catastrophe 


Pedestrian 


the 


(to 





“What 
John getting arrested 


utomobile of his?” 


trati 


motor 


Some Car—‘How do you like vour 
new car?”’ asked the Lizzié Driver 

“Great replied the Big Six Driver. 
‘It runs so smoothly vou can’t feel it. 
Not a bit of noise; you can’t hear it. Per 
fect ignition, you can’t smell a thing. And 
speed—why it whizzes! You can’t see it.” 

“Must be some car,’” ventured the Liz- 
zie Driver. ‘“Can’t feel it, can’t smell 
can’t see it! How do 


innati En- 


it. can’t hear it 
vou know it is there?’’°—Cin 
quire? 

The Probability—“ I want in my busi- 
ness to get in touch with a lot of peo- 
ple ’ 

“Well, you'll succeed if you keep on 
speeding the way you are doing.”’— 


Baltimore American 


Intuition 
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It’s THE MOST EXPENSIVE OF THE LOT.” 


THAT § MOST BECOMING TO MI 


La Baionnette (Par 
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The Cockney’s Gehenna 














Mr. BenepicK—FOUR MONTHS WED—DE- 
CIDES TO RENAME HIS RESIDENC! The Tat- 








Not Life-Like Patience—Was the 
screen pic ture realistic? 

Patrice—It was not. It 
farmer in a restaurant drinking his soup 


showed a 


and you couldn’t hear him.— Yonkers 
Slatesman 
Waiting*for You—First Angel—Who 


is that fellow with Saint Peter? Looks 
as if he was waiting for someone 

Second Angel—Oh, that’s Bill Shakes- 
peare. He’s looking for the director that 
improved his plays and brought them up 
to date.—Film Fun 

Set for Mary Ata plac e “somewhere 
east of Suez”’ an intoxicated gentleman, 
after being ejected from a moving picture 
theater, was discovered seated on the 
doorstep of the back entrance, with a 
large bouquet in his arms. A policeman 
arrested him. 

“Did he give any reason for his extraor- 
dinary behavior?’ asked the magis- 
trate. 

“His speech was a bit indistinct, your 
honor,” answered the policeman, “but 
from what I could gather he was waiting 
to see Mary Pickford home.’’—Boston 


Transcript. 
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Choice of Evils—‘* Would you marry 
her just because she’s wealthy? Don’t 
you know she has a_ questionable 
past?” 

“Well, what of it? If I don’t marry 
her I shall have a questionable future.” 
Boston Transcript. 


Preliminaries—‘‘Why,”’ sneered the 
business man, “do poets begin so many 
verses with the meaningless word ‘O!’?” 

“And, why,” humbly inquired Mr. 
Penwiggle, “‘do business men start so 
many letters with the equally meaning 
less phrase, ‘Dear Sir’?”—Washington 
Star 


Its Kind—‘“I know a bird which 
without any superstition may be con 
sidered one of ill omen.”’ 

“What is that?” 


‘A round robin.”’—Baltimore Ameri- 


Never Say Die—‘“Doesn’t the high 
cost of living discourage you?” 
“Not at all,” replied the energetic citi 


zen. “It worried me at first, but I have 
decided to go right on living, regardless 
of the expense.’’—Washington Star. 


Eye-ronical 




















“| BELIEVE YOU'RE WINKIN’ AT ME, YOU 
DARNED ONE-EYED MutT!”’—Strix (Stock- 
holm). 





Feminine Trials 











‘THAT's A PRETTY HAT OF yours! How LonG 
* A rortnicut. But I’M GOING TO RETURN IT; 


ON THE FARM 








Even Scales—‘Hiram,” said Mrs. 
Corntossel, “I haven’t heard of any- 
body sellin’ you a gold brick in a long 
time.” 

“T never bought but one,”’ was the 
rather indignant reply. “And I guess 
I’ve rung in enough imitation butter 
here an’ there to get even with them city 
folks several times over.” —Washington 
Stars 


Facilities at Hand—‘ You ought to 
have an art gallery here in Chiggers- 
ville.” 

“What’s th’ use?” asked ‘Squire 
Witherbee. “ Whenever I get a hankerin’ 
for art, I just stroll down to Lem Bottom’s 
newsstand an’ look at th’ covers of next 
month’s magazines.” —Birmingham Age- 


Herald 


An Exodus Halted—“Why do so 
many young men want to leave the 
farm?” 

“Hadn’t noticed that they do, ”’ re 
plied Farmer Corntossel. ‘Most of ‘em 
around here seem to have discovered that 
it is a heap harder to eat without workin’ 
in the city than it is at the dear old 
home.’’—Washtngton Star. 
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HAVE YOU HAD IT?” 


Iris TOO DEAR.—Le Rire (Pari 


Wasn’t Open—A rather green coun- 
tryman had just returned from his first 
visit to New York. 

“Well, Si,” said the postmaster, “ what 
did you think of the metropolis?” 

‘What say?” gawked the other, stumped 
by sO big a word. 

“IT asked how did you like the metrop- 
olis?”’ 

“Oh, that—’twan’t open,” said Si. 
Boston Transcript. 


A Duty to Art—‘ The new hired man 
puts in most of his time teaching Josh to 
throw somersaults and make dare-devil 
leaps,”’ commented Mrs. Corntossel. 

“Ves,” replied her husband. “I don’t 
know what todo aboutit. I hate to have 
work stopped on the farm; and at the 
same time I don’t want to spoil our son’s 
future by interferin’ with his chance of 
becomin’ a great motion picture star.” 
Washington Star. 


His Off Day—Barnes—I was watching 
that farmhand over at Furrows yester- 
day. 

Field—And what happened? 

“Why, he didn’t move ten feet in an 
hour.” 

“Oh, well you ought to have seen him 
today.” 

“Did he move faster today?” 

“Ves, a little faster. Furrows had 
him out in his flivver.”—Yonkers States- 
man. 
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Drawn by Henman Parmer 


A Few 


Remarks 


Pié and His Ege 
YHAT about vour ego? 


Your ego is the little puffed up Brownie inside of 
you that whispers into your brain, I am It. In 
rare instances the Brownie is right. In most cases 

it is only a balloon he blows up inside of you that the first littl 
Gloom sticks a pin into, when bang! you recover your sense of 
humor, and say to yourself “I wasn’t s’much after all!” 

There’s the ego of Bernard Shaw. When he egoes, Lloyd 
(,eorge gets weak in the kne es, the Sun mode stly retires behind 
old Saint Swithin and Mother Earth laces up a bit tighter 
When the ego of Louis Eilshemius begins to distend he says he 
in use his head as a hammer. Quite believable. The Kaiser’s 
ego, alter dying at second base. took Br’er Rabbit’s advice 

He lay low and say nuthin’!” 

Mr. Knopf has imported a brand-new ego from Spain in the 
person of Pié Baroja (*‘ Youth and Egolatry”’). Mr. Mencken, 
he pagan Bryan of Baltimore, has written the introduction 
Pio is an intellectual anarchist, probably the most harmless 
orm of | Am. An anarchist is an individualist who does noth 
ng but foul and strike out every time he comes to bat in tke 
Game of Life. Pié has apparently lots of fouls to his credit. 
He airs his ego on almost all subjects from Dionysus, who was 
the *‘ Babe” Ruth of pagans, to why, when and how he got born, 
later becoming a standing remorse in the egos of his parents 
Pid takes us into the subcellar of his confidence in Chapter XI 
ind tells us why he became a baker. Well, it was simply because 
he kneaded the dough, like the rest of us. (Joke 

He larrups the Masses. That’s your real anarchist—a snob 
He has a paragraph entitled “The Giants.” I got 
out ary 1920 Baseball Guide, but darn it! I found it had 
nothing to do with “Ping” Bodie or *‘ Tris’’ Speaker, but was 
all about some guys named Shakespeare, Cervantes and Tolstoi 
I’m a Yankee booster anyhow. 

rhis so disgusted me that I tossed the ego of Pid Baroja into 
our community hooch vat 
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Years B ore Lad‘ As or 
p" . the Weapon-\ er (Pori & Liverirht penned by 
George Laneford’, Le an the invasion of I ng land aLout 
forty thousand years B.( Pic was a Mousteria., a tribe of 
Molly Maguires that lived in the caves of France sor ewheres 
around the present site of the Eiffel Tower. At that time one 
could walk from France to England, but Pic was the first com- 
muter. He was not a rough-neck. In fact, he simmered with 
renius He wrote best sellers on the walls of his dugout with 
1 home-made fountain pen made out of the bough of a willow 
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Between Home Runs 


By Benjamin Dt 


CASSERES 


tree which exuded, for ink, a foamy yellow substance which h* 
brewed while the Pussyfoot Johnson of his tribe was not 
looking. 

One day he hid his fountain pen under a ledge and resolved 
to become the Columbus of Mousterians. He would go to Eng 
land and find out what the Lady Astors of his day were up to 
So he set out on back of his Hairy Mammoth and Woolly Rhino 
ceros, arnec with a Grade-A skull-cracker 

Pic’s adventures in this midnight of our past are the most 
fascinating done since Jack Londen’s “Before Adam,”’ which 
kept m« whole night and long after the girl next door 
began to practise her new waltz by Jerome Remick 

Pic met the most fantastic animals in England 


awake a 


“ome ol 


them are still there. Others have since landed at Plymouth 
Rock The curious beasts that Pic met in that wonderful time 
could talk. It seems that animals lost the power of speech after 


the first politician among men began to harangue the first 
voters 
One does not need any facts to write a book like this, which 
rakes it all the more memorable and humorous. For what is 
Isn't it the ability to get as far away from facts as pos 
I recommend this book as an antidote to the autumn 
campaign. 


| ul’ or 
sible 4 


Nan y's 


O *shrivellinf thoughts” ever get a hold on you and cause 
your Will Power to bag at the knees and your High 
Hopes to become sicklied o’er with a week’s growth of furze? 
Has Gloom invaded your kome, casting out of the five rooms and 
bath the sunshine and the moonshine? 

If at any time you suffer from these symptoms send for 
Doctor Jane D. Abbott, author of “Happy House ” (Lippin- 
She will put her vacuum cleaner of Happy Ideals in 
your psychological bungalow and blow all the Crawling Things 
out of the dark corners. Then she will clean the windows, 
scrub the floor and polish up the handle on the big front door 
of vour Soul 

In the story, of course, it is really Nancy who does the 
Pollyanna in the gloomy home of ker aunt. By the time Nancy 
gets through with the Dismal Abode the old aunt is cooking 
home brew to the sound of pagan music from a new music 
box, the tabby has a boxful of kittens, laughter Springs Forth 
from the throats of children rouncabout like the burble of the 
bulbuls, the servants take things with a lighter and more glad- 
some touch, and kindness reigns forevermore. 

The story swings along with a regular gusto. Every word 
is handpicked for its wholesomeness. I understand that teeth- 
ing-rings will be given out with the second edition. 


Vacuum Cleaner 
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Drawn by Herman Patmer 


JUDGE pays $1 each for accepted BAD BREAKS clipped from newspapers, magazines or books. Original clippings with source in 
dicated must be furnished to show the bona fide nature of the BAD BREAK. No rejected BAD BREAK will be returned unless postage is 
inclosed. The editor canxoi enter into correspondence with contributors to this department. <A prize of $5 will be paid for the best 


BAD BREAK accepted each week. 


The New Terror—“On July 25, 1919 
Ethel Clayton Meyer died in the Meyer 
home as a result of bullet WoUNDS FIRED 
FROM A REVOLVER.”—Winterset (Iowa) 
Madisonian. (Russell Thompson.) 


The Color of Words—* Charles 
Haines, Third, left Lucile, IN ALL HFR 
BLUE AND WHITE LIsF, sitting on the 
veranda and went back to the hotel.” 


Red Book Miss R. A. Lawrence 


The Turtle's Strange Anatomy 
““ Guess it'll soon be all night with you’ 
he chortled, as he seized the big black 
TURTLE by the HEN’S scuAWKs.’’—Los 
Angeles Examiner (John V. O'Neil.) 


Under the Bovine—‘ The home was 
decorated in pink and green. An im 
provised altar was banked with palms and 
a trellis was covered with climbing pink 
roses and green vines Here the be 
trothal cows were spoken.”—Bristol 
(Tenn.) Courier Ellis W. Shuber 


Poor but Potted—‘ The bride and 
groom slowly descended the staircase to 
the strains of Lohengrin’s wedding march 
played *by Miss Emma Matthews and 
were married before an IMPOVERISHED 
ALTAR of orange blossoms and palms.” 
New Castle (Pa.) Herald. (Edith Ingham 
Blair 


A Doubtful Welcome—“ Mrs. Parker, 
Miss Sathe and Mrs. Ashley sang a 
QUARTETTE ‘Welcome, Pretty Primrose.’”’ 

Minneapolis Journal. (Esther Leinan.) 


Too Tough for One Killing—* Ger- 
man Sentenced to Die Six Times.”’ 
Heading, N. Y. Tribune. (J. Acton 
Lomax.) 


Post-Mortem Revelation — “ Mr. 
Sullivan's DEATH consisted mostly of 
STOCKS of various corporations, the in- 
ventory showed.’’—Lewiston (Me.) Eve 
ning Journal. (W. Scott Hill). 


Requiescat in Pace—‘ He Could See 
the Old Man Bitter, Disappointed, PAc 
ING THE FLooR, HUDDLED BY THE FIRE 
Saturday Evening Post. (Russell 


Davidse 





His Generous Pockets—‘So Mon- 
day night I went home and had supper, 
PUT BOTH AUTOMOBILES IN MY POCKETS, 
and took Ruth to the Pershing Theatre.” 

Boston Herald Varilla Williams.) 


The Result of Cold Feet?—* Fanny 
took a chair facing the two men, and 
crossed her trim BLUE SERGE KNEES and 
folded her hands in her lap.”’—Kansas 


City Times Mrs. M. D. Maggis 


Never Satisfied—‘‘For the sECCND 
TIME within twenty-four hours a prisoner 
in the Tombs prison yesterday committed 
suicide.”,—New York American. (Geo. F 
Grant.) 





This Week’s Prize “ Break” 
Contributed by 
Ou P. MILLER 
Atlanta, Ga. 
Coals to Newcastle—Then Some 
*““A movement has been begun 
at Anniston by the Anniston 
Chamber of Commerce to supply 
a scARcITY of residences.’’ — Co- 
lumbus (Ga.) Industrial Index. 











A Pollyanna Party—‘“ Editor Voo- 
hees accompanied by Mrs. Voohees and 
her sister Miss Dora Hartkopf of Irving 
ton, N. J., spent THREE WEEKS at Oak 
Island last SUNDAY AFTERNOON.” —South 
Side Signal, Babylon, L.I..N.Y. (E.G. 
Thor pe a 


Probably Took Illuminating Gas 
“Tommy Wilkins smiled. His large 
white teeth LIT UP THE PLACE.”’—Metro 
politan Magazine. (Mrs.James Doremus.) 


No Wonder the Furore—*‘ The Count- 
ess Folchi Vici, of Brussels, has created a 
furore by appearing in Belgian society 
with a pet goat, and has led Him through 
many of the most exclusive ballrooms in 
the Belgian capital. Ir yrELDS EXCE! 
LENT MILK in exchange for the kindness 
lavished on it by its mistress.””—W ashing- 


ton Post. (Howard Hosmer.) 


Leap Year Enterprise—“ Miss Annie 
Hill, colored, was arraigned today 
charged with ATTACHING the Rev. Benja 
min Swain, pastor ol the A. M. E. Zion 
Church.’”’—Boston Traveler. (M 1. 


Peters 


The Marital Middle Ground—“W. 
H. McDonald and Mrs. Hariet Welch, 
both between 75 and 8 years of age, were 
married here. It was the third time for 
both.” —Litchfield Ul.) Union. (David 
R. Smith.) 


Satan Begins Early—‘ Which goes 
to prove that this parish is in the ranks of 
the up-to-the-minute communities who 
are striving to lessen the appalling figures 
of infant MORALITY in the United States.” 

Greenwood (Miss.) Commonwealth. (A 
N. Williamson.) 
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The Noise of the Silent Drama 


By Myron M. Stearns (‘“LENSO”) 


ILLIF, the Muse of Motion Pictures, appears at 

tires to be a clear case of arrested development. 
But perhaps after all the new tenth muse is no 
slower in the head than any other dear child that 
runs into two figures. Give a little girl a doll, and let her find 
out that when it sits up it opens its eyes and says Ma-ma, and 
she is pretty apt to spend a long time merely making it sit up 
and open its eyes and say Ma-ma, without worrying about 
whether or not she can bend its legs backward without breaking 

them or make it stand up alone on its own feet. 

Anyway, that is what our precious Millie is doing with her 
movies—merely makes them sit up and open their eyes and say 
Ma-ma. Aside from a few tentative experiments in the line of 
dressing and undressing, she knows as yet very little about it. 

This thought— yes, and others, too (it was quite a big day in 
thought)— came when I was watching one of the movie experi- 
ments of the moment last week, put on at a Broadway Picture 
™alace. It was only a clumsy little First Step in a New Field, 


The Clansman, or gripped by the exquisite agony of Broken 
Blossoms, realize how great a part the clarion rallying-call of the 
Clans in the former, or the heart-breaking beauty of English 
melody in the latter, had to do with the tumult of their emo- 
tions? Griffith knows!—but his imitators lack his vision. 

Only a short time ago one of the finest pictures of the season, 
a story itself founded on music, was completed without anyone 
at the studio stopping to consider what the musical accom 
paniment might do to enhance the appreciation of audiences 
that would view the film. Had it not been for an eleventh-hour 
suggestion, “‘Humoresque” would have been thrown out by its 
makers without a remark as to appropriate music—like a paint- 
ing without a frame, or French pastry served on the table-cloth. 
Even so, the hastily thrown-together score is but an extremely 
mediocre makeshift, so that much of the potential emotional 
power of the picture is lost, while its faults stand out the more 
glaringly. 

Some of the more intelligent producing and releasing con- 


or perhaps only a further step in a field 
already idly surveyed; but why, Sylves- 
ter, wasn’t it done before? Why, with 
Millie the tenth muse more’n ten years 
old, is she only now trying to make her 
doll dance to music? Doesn’t she know 
that dolls like music? 

“The Silent Drama,” they say. Then 
they attach it to a mechanical piano or an 
automatic pianist, slap on almost any old 
jazz-time (so long as it’s a bum one) and 
let ‘er flicker 

In the studio projection-rooms pic- 
tures are run, for the most part, in si- 
lence—in truth—‘*The Silent Drama.” 
The clicking of the projection machine 
is the only accompaniment of the shadows 
moving on the screen. And even the 
purist who claims that in this way only 
can pictures be properly appreciated will 
usually admit after a little that there is 
something unfinished, something lacking, 
something almost naked, about the per- 
: lormance 

If this were not so, would we have a 

tin piano in Mick Kelly’s shoe-box film 

palace at Greenwater Crossroads. and a 

60-piece orchestra at the Grand in New 
York, London and Paris? 





' With music, Hon. D. W. Griffith has 
led the way into filmdom, as with so many 
other phases of picture-making. But 


there have been but few Hon. followers. 
How many, I wonder, of those stirred by 





| 











Pictures Worth Seeing: 

THE PRINCE CHAP 
Well manufactured sentiment, 
with conventional ending. 

THE LOVE FLOWER 
Melodrama of an island fugitive 
and the law. 

HOMER COMES HOME 

Very good village comedy. 

THE WORLD AND HIS WIFE* 
Artistic tragedy. 

THE MOLLYCODDLE 
Wild Fairbanks fairy-tale of dia- 
mond smugglers. 

DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE 
John Barrymore in movie-ized 
Stevenson. 

WHAT HAPPENED TO JONES 
Making a Farce of the 18th 
Amendment. 

WHY CHANGE YOUR WIFE? 
Marital troubles screened with 
luxurious intimacy. 

HUMORESQUE* 

Fine Jewish character-story, with 
conventional love-thread. 

ON WITH THE DANCE 
Tale of tangled relations in Great 
New York. 

THE SINS OF ST. ANTHONY 
Pleasant Bryant Washburn farce. 

THE WHITE CIRCLE 
Good Tourneur melodrama. 

*Exceptionally good. 
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cerns now go as far as to issue what might 
be called a music chart with their films, 
giving instructions for pianist or orchestra 
leader. It may run something like this: 
Scene— Oscar kisses Lucille on the spiral 
stairway; Time— 4!“ minutes; Selection 
Indian Lament: and so on, giving name 
of composer, tempo, and other vital 
statistics. 

But this Broadway experiment: It 
was a screen accompaniment for the over 
ture of “William Tell,” produced by a 
Los Angeles organist using the war-name 
C. Sharpe Minor, starting with a short 
dissertation on the composer and composi 
tion, and ending with an abbreviated ver 
sion of the opera itself. You saw Tell 
and the tyrant in their Tyrol surround- 
ings, the scene in which Tell shot the ap- 
ple from his son’s head, and then fitted a 
second arrow, “for you, Tyrant, if I had 
killed him’’— ending with father and son 
condemned to death. Well, you could 
tell what a response there was to 
that clumsy little combination of great 
music with the right scene by the 
applause that followed the number. 
“The Storm,” the second movement of 
the overture, still more crude as far as 
presentation was concerned, furnished an- 
other striking example of what the right 
music combined with the right scene is 
going to give us—when Millie learns 
her lesson. 
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Helen Ferguson, with her winning smile and dai inty manner, is n Fe erguson has appeared in such notable photopla ys as “Going 

at work in a Vitagraph production to be called “‘The Romance Some,” “The Gamblers,” “Bruised Humanity” and “The Lost 
Promoters,” and if romance cannot be promoted by this nine- Battalio on.” Her eyes are brown, her hair is browner, and her art 
teen-year-old leading lady, there is no hope for it—none. Miss is as subtle as Browning’s. 
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The Skeptical Brotherhood 


By J. 


E all criticize relatives, friends, neighbors, 
and particularly our rivals and our enemies. 
Upon occasion we go afield to criticize the 
great, who perhaps do not know we exist. 
In fact, criticism is universal, and it relieves 
every phase of life of monotony. 

It has caused lovers to quarrel and readjusted their no- 
tions as to life partnerships. It has been the basis of 
many a domestic controversy that the divorce court has 
been called upon to arbitrate. It has come between 
friends to sever associations that formerly were happy. 
It has disorganized business enterprises that in other cir- 
cumstances might have gone on to success. It is the chief 
asset of the soap-box orator, and political dynasties fear it. 
In fact, it touches every phase of human effort. 

But aside from its general and amateur practice crid- 
cism has long been elevated to the dignity of a vocation. 
Clever persons, specialists in one or another field of art, 
make a living by criticism. And Lowell’s dictum that “a 
wise skepticism is the first attribute of a good critic” is 
accepted because so many critics want to be “shown.” 

Next to the play itself—and of course that includes the 
actors of the play—the public is most interested in the 
critic of the theatre. This is so because in every thousand 
theatre-goers there are some hundreds who imagine they 
could fill the bill as professional critics, just as in every 
thousand ordinary persons there are hundreds who imagine 
they could become playwrights. An analysis of waste 
paper would confirm this. 

Thus every critic of the theatre has a public—a clien- 
tele that studies him religiously, agreeing with his judg- 
ments or violently dissenting from them; and there are a 
large number of theatre-goers who find pleasure in reading 
daily a variety of critiques, comparing conclusions, styles, 
tempers and temperaments, confirming or rejecting. This 
on the whole is a fascinating sport because of the diversity 
of characteristics the critics disclose. 

While styles of critics vary and their conclusions are 
dissimilar, the decrees of the best of them being nothing 
more than isolated personal opinions—it sometimes hap- 


pens that they are in happy agreement upon the merits of a 
production, and predict a career for it 
happens that they are a unit in depreciation 
vituperation 


Again it sometimes 
if not in 
of another offering, and prophesy its early 


A. WALDRON 


demise. And as likely as not the play they unanimously 
praise goes quickly to the storehouse, while the show they 
condemn in one voice runs blithely into popularity. This 
is simply one of the things that make life interesting. 

But who can blame the critics? In metropolitan duty 
and parlance they are appropriately called ‘* the chain-gang,”’ 
and if there is any slavery more exacting, or more likely to 
cause mental aberration, than that which requires a man 
to see every “show” produced in New York during a sea- 
son and a moment after each performance formulate con- 
clusions as to its merits, the servitude is not disclosed in the 
“help-wanted” columns. Bowels of compassion, the milk 
of human kindness, and other beneficent human equip- 
ment are likely to be replaced in the critic by pessimism, 
misanthropy, and possibly disorderly conduct as he tries to 
estimate the queer, undigested, sometimes lunatic proces- 
sion of things he is sentenced to review. 

In theory a critic should be discriminating, judicious, 
analytical, and withal philosophical, with a wide knowl- 
edge, an unquestioned connoisseurship, and a wit like a 
razor’s edge, with good nature to salve its wounds. Of 
course these are a master critic’s marks, and the master 
critic is a rare bird, like the dominant figure in any field. 
Like the master poet and the captain of industry, he is 
born—not manufactured—though apprenticeship and 
studious industry make some very passable critics, just as 
they make good dentists and mechanics. 

It may be said, however, that too many critics, in art 
matters, are obsessed by conventionalism. They regard 
precedent as a sacred thing. That is why fame to the de- 
serving is too long delayed. Yet always there is some critic 
who, like the creator of the thing criticized, has vision and 
is in advance of his time, although he may cry in the 
wilderness of opposition. New phases of art, like truth, 
eventually prevail. 

The master critic, even when he writes of the most 
ephemeral things, writes for posterity as well as for the 
present, for he always deals illuminatingly with the essen- 
tials and the logic of art, which are always the same. Thus 
we wade through and enjoy the luxuriant verbiage of a 
Huneker to pick occasional] pearls of wisdom; or study a 
Walkley to newly note the relation of drama to life; or find 
rare truth between the paradox and a satirical grin in 
Shaw. 
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EMBARRASSING SITUATION OF Mr. O_e Toper 
Carnegie 


IN THE RECENT CYCLONE IN KANSAS 
7 j Pupt t 


Ode to Insanity 
I met a maid upon the street, 
She was most wondrous fair, 
Her eyes were bright, her lips were red, 
And golden was her hai 


She smiled at me a soulful smile, 
My heart beat fast with glee; 
But I was but a timid lad 
As timid as could be 


She “fussed” around the letter-box, 
\ flower to be picked; 
But I stayed on the other side, 


And swore I should be kicked. 


But finally she came across, 
And asked me for a stamp; 
And thus I strolled along with her, 

I knew she was a “vamp.” 


Next week I sadly packed my trunk, 
And bade good-by to school; 


The “ League” called me a “sinful wretch, 


But I was just a fool.—Yale Record 


” 


Joyous, 


Alma Mater 
By Joux D. McMaster, Princeton, '20 


ARVARD has her football team, 
The Princeton crew is strong, 
While Yale's the proud POSSESSOT 
Of an Undertakers’ Song 
Cornell and Penn excel in track 
And Vassar wins at t 
But for scholarship and 
ne in beat the I. S. ¢ 


Correspondence, Corresponder 
Dear old Scranton Correspondence, 
Today in ink, to thee we drink; 

The nly colle ge in the | 
That pays the postage either wa 


We'll mingle tears and cheers today 


As we look back at the | mail sack 
Of our bright college years, today, 
Our years at the I. S. ¢ 
Gertrude 


You were born 

In an up-state county, on a ranch, 

Over forty miles from the railread. 

And at home 

You ate in the kitchen 

Along with the hands, fresh from the barn-yard. 

And you had 

‘“*Spuds,” and salt pork, and “‘sinkers,” 

Instead of club sandwiches and chicken & la 
King. 

But by the time you were a sophomore 

You could choose the most expensive dishes on 
the menu 

At the first glance 


Truly a college education is broadening. 


But it is also hard on my pocketbook. 
California Pelican, 





M abel—On, I BELIEVE IN SPIRITUALISM NOW. 

Sabel—How’s TuHat? 

Mabel—Last nicut I HAD A DATE WITH A 
DEAD ONE AND TONIGHT HE CALLED ME UP 


lowa Frivol. 
28 


Irresponsible 





Customer—Wuy DID YOU LEAVE SOME OF THI 
FEATHERS ON THIS CHICKEN? 
W aiter—To “TICKLE YOUR PALATE,” SIR. 


To Balance Your Check Book from the 
Stubs You've Neglected to Fill In 

Take the number of empty Bandoline bottles 
on our dresser. 

Divide by your chapel seat and subtract your 
over-cuts. 

Add the number of checks left in the book and 
run around the armory track eight times in 
open galoshes. 

Stop the next freshman and add the total 
number of matches he is carrying. 

Divide by the size of your Rhet prof’s 
B. V. D.’s. 

Multiply by your Army serial number. 

Divide by the telephone number of the mayor 
of Bargravia 

Take a fresh sheet of paper. 

Rewrite the figures. 

Check with your roommate’s slide-rule. 

Take a flashlight of it. 

Enclose in a conciliatory note to your father, 
asking him to meet the overdraft and save the 
family honor.— Penn. State Froth. 


His Native State 


Mrs. Jones (irately)—Anyhow what would you be now 
if it wasn’t for my money 
Jones—Single, my dear 
—Tommy Green, Stanford University, ‘22. 
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THE HUMAN HAND—AN 
ANATOMICAL STUDY 
Reprinted from an early edition 


of the works of Noah Webster, 
Esq 


Copyright by Hawen Helton Co 








OF PORTIA—IN THE 
TRIAL SCENE FROM “THE MER- 
CHANT OF VENICE” 

By WILLIAM SHAKESPEARI 


THE HAND 


George H. Doran & Co.) 
Tirade ed by permission 


in the Collection of Jes 








BIBLICAL HAND 
“The voice was the voice of 
Jacob but the hand was the 
hand of Esau.’’ 


From a Rare Print by Albrecht Durer ten 
Willard, Esq 


“aa TS. 


THE HANDS OF EDGAR ALLAN POF 


From an old daguerreotype 


Note: This view of Poe’s hands is of 
peculiar significance in that they wer 
taken during the period in which “A 
Descent Into the Maelstrom” was writ 
Palmistry students will be iy 

terested in the troubled life-line 
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ANDS are the most important things 
In the whole universe 
nothing is so valuable. We couldn’t do 
without them. Eliminate hands and every 
thing would stop 
“Hands up, or die!” hollers the bandit, al 
rhere’s an example of the high 
as a price one is asked 


in this world 


ways hoarsely. 
cost of living for you: 
to put up his hands, his indispensable posses 
sion. Upthe hands go, and they stay up. Not 
a hand comes down, even to offer the bandit a 
throat-lozenge. He knows the stage-coach 
passengers can’t do a thing without hands. And 
it’s so in everything else. 

Hands are used in palmistry, wood-carving, 
love-making, pugilism, drawing and painting, 
Swiss bell-ringing, typewriting, manicuring, 
deaf-and-dumb conversation—I could fill up 
this page telling you the trades, professions 
sports, activities, in which hands are useful and 
in many cases almost essential 

Except in portraits of statesmen. But even 
here the importance of the hand is shown by the 
elaborate pains the artist takes to leave the 
hands out. If you are viewing the Southern 
facade of the diplomatic pile, the east and 
west wings are folded around the northern ex 
posure. We never saw a statesman painted 
from the back, but we know the hands would 
be in front, Sometimes one hand is behind and 
the other is tucked out of sight in the coat. A 
friend of ours who takes drawing lessons ex- 
plains that hands are hard to draw. He made 
an illustration of a meeting of New York sweat 
shop workers and there had to be 266 people 


Losing Their Lore 
“These city squirrels don’t know anything 
about forestry.” 
“Huh?” 
“Some of them think peanuts grow on oak 


trees.” 


On His Heels 
Hokus—I see Dr. Killercure’s son is follow- 
ing in his father’s footsteps. 
Pokus—Then the young fellow’s a doctor, 
too? 
Hokus—No, an undertaker. 


Ny. 2 


By Orson Lowett 


A 


talking all at once in the picture, each with 
both hands. Counting two hands to each 
talker and five fingers to each hand you can 
see for yourself that it was quite a task. And 
then, would you believe it? the art editor 
wouldn’t pay him the full price because, he 
said, some of the faces were turned the other 
way. 

Most instrumentalists use hands, pianists 
always; all people shake hands; actors use hands 
for gestures, steeple jacks need hands for 
climbing; cops could not direct traffic without 
What do suitors ask for in marriage? 
too, hands are 


hands. 
You guessed 
necessary 

it was Tuesday) that the elimination of hands 
alone would put the whole glove business on 
the besink—I believe he said. 

Again, the importance of hands is shown by 
those of the Venus de Milo. She hasn’t any, but 
even so, they have excited more comment and 
conjecture than any other part of her. Which 
candy-stores, 


t. In business, 
\ man told me only yesterday (no, 


reminds me that in museums 
power houses and zoos “Hands Off!” is the 
order of the day, and in saw-mills it is the con- 
stant admonition, lest it become a statement of 
fact 

Hands figure in literature from the very 
earliest times, and in titles: ““The Handsome 
Humes,”’ “The Handsome Brandons,”’ “ Life’s 
Handicaps,” “‘Hans Brinker,” ‘Hands Across 
the Sea,” etc. In novels hands are always 
given a good reference: “He possessed himself 
of both her hands” and “She withdrew her 
hand” and “His hand sought hers”? and “ She 


am, WBA) Satara NVM UMNMaTE STAB ASE" REA Smn fe egg 


Foiled 
They studied eugenics together; 
For each had a modernist mind. 
Determined that all of their offspring 
Should be of the superman kind. 


But it was a waste of time, at that, 
All they could find was a half-room flat. 


Gleam of Hope 
“Yes, I’m allowed to have a little liquor to 
put into pastry.” 
‘Can you bake me a four per cent. pie?’’ 
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alowed her hand to lie in his” and “His hot 
blood leaped as her cool petal-like hand touched 
his’’; hand in hand, hand to mouth, hand ove 
hand, hand in glove, forehanded, beforehand 
behindhand. 

Do feet ever get into literature like that 
They do not Well, yes, but poetry is different 
and even in poetry they tell me feet are going 
out. But listen. Lovers never sit and hold 
feet for hours at a time. No sailor ever climbs 
a rope foot over foot. Do men ever have foot 
to foot combats? Well, there you are. That’s 
what we’re trying to prove—the absohute supe 
riority of hands over eyes, chins, ears, hair and all 
the other human paraphernalia, and we think 
we're going pretty good. 

Hand and finger-prints are now used the 
world over, foot-prints almost never. In all 
literature they’re mentioned only twice, in 
“Robinson Crusoe’ and in  Longfellow’s 
“Psalm of Life,’ both old productions and 
now practically obsolete. 

To many hands are very necessary in con 
versation; tie the hands of most people, and 
they are speechless. There’s the story of the 
Irish dealer in second-hand clothing who at 
the telephone called his son Ikey to hold the 
receiver to the father’s ear so that he might use 
both hands to converse—but the editor says 
you’ve all heard it. Just why that should bar 
it out, we can’t see. We’re sure he prints lots of 

but he remarks coldly that this, too, has been 
said before. 

Anyway, a good hand is man’s truest friend, 
especially at poker. 


Evolution 
At first H.C.L. meant the high cost of living, 
but soon it will mean “He ceased living.” 


The Delinquent 
Mr. Numkis—Whet was the income tax 
I paid up months ago 
Yes, John; but the cook 


collector here for? 
Mrs. Numkis 
hasn’t paid. 
Pure Bone 
Many a man gets a reputation for purity 
because he can’t remember any of the naughty 
stories that he hears. 
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Dr ’ Antoun Lewts 


Waat REALLY 


How Spinsters Are Made 


By Lawrence VALI 


| HE torch of her nose, which never held 
powder, made him suspect her stock- 
ings were blue 


Three times, as he was about to pro- 
pose, she showed she did not believe in the 


, 


infallibilitvy of man 
II] 
She had a way of kissing babies which 
made men—the cowards—reflect. 
1\ 


He believed in heredity. One day she 
forgot to keep her mother locked up in 


her closet with the other skeletons. 
\ 


At twenty she wanted Prince Charm- 
ing, but men were such brutes. At thirty 
she wanted a master, but all men were 
slaves. Atforty she wanted aman. But 

’ 


then she was old. 
VI 


She told him too often that he was the 
only man for her. He believed her, he 
trusted her, he knew she would wait. 
And she did wait, till an hour in middle 
age when death overtook her. 


Vil 


She was eager for the unknown, the 
man round the corner. And so she ran 
on, seeking, pursuing, her eyes always 
ahead of her. Men, lazy, slow - footed 
creatures, could not keep up with her. 


Vill 


She seemed unaware of the deeper 
undercurrent of his words, the torture of 
his timid, ailing spirit, all the suppressed 
sense and stuff that made him different 
from other men. Only the man, a tired 
pathetic human figure, she loved and 
understood. Alas! What could he do? 
Too proud to flaunt his soul upon his 
sleeve, he could not bear that she should 
love through life the fellow that he was, 
ignoring for his time on earth the hero 
that he wasn’t. Hetook norisks. Heran. 


IX 


She was so soulful that there were mo- 
ments when he doubted she had a body. 
He decided to take no chances. 

xX 

She was in earnest. She wished to be 
sure that she loved him sincerely, com- 
pletely, that she would love him forever. 
She wished to be sure that he loved her 
sincerely, completely, that he would love 
her forever. She would wait five years, 
ten years if necessary. And she is wait- 
ing still. 
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HAPPENED TO THE Pitcrims Wuen Tuey LAnpep at Ptymoutn Rock 


The Clown at Heaven’s Gate 


By Stretta V. KELLERMAN 


E knocked, tho’ fear enthralled his heart, 
At Heaven’s mystic gate; 

And trembled, while he waited there— 
Uncertain of his fate. + 

He was no Hero who had won 
To fame or rare renown; 

What should he say, what could he say 
When he was but a clown? 


Could Heaven be for common clowns? 
Was he not over-bold, 

To knock, and hope to enter in— 
And walk the streets of gold? 

He was about to turn away— 
When wide the portal flew, 

And in his funny, clownish way, 
He smiled as best he knew! 


The Angel said: What have you done 

With all your precious years? 

The Clown replied: I laughed away 

About a billion tears! 

The Angel took him by the hand 

And led him to the Throne; 

He smiled, and turned some Summersaults— 
And Heaven was his own! 


Cured Her 
“Then your wife doesn’t open your mail any 
more?” 
“Not since a Texas friend sent me that 
horned toad by parcel post.” 
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Tea 


By Anice Pace Cooper 


QGHADED candle iights, tea brewing, cakes, 

~ The Little French kind on a platter, rare 
Nd Wedgwood, fragile, that one always takes 
Up gingerly and places back with care. 
Through the crowd shifting, chattering 

guests 

He comes, so close that if you stretch your hand 

Out so and lift your fingers you can touch 

for it trembles and 


of 


His sleeve, but do not 

You close it tight, nod, smile and murmur such 

Inanities as “‘ Yes, a charming tea 

(nd all the Lions out,” while on your lips 

[he words your heart cries, throbbing words to be 

Checked there unuttered, freeze. Your neigh 
bor sips 

And watches you above a shallow cup, 

Slender and_ thin, thin the light 
through. 

Can she have guessed who idly glances up, 

Vhat you have loved and plighted troth as true 

\s Heaven is? That was yesterday. Today 

Upon your lids the unshed tears are hot, 

But smile you must and answer his light play 

He has forgot 


SU comes 


O/ words with some quick jest. 
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Excellent Advice 
By Tom P. Morcan 


i EY, there, Doc!” called Gap Johnson, ol 
Rumpus Ridge, Ark., addressing the 


neighborhood physician who was in the act of 


galloping on his faithful steed past the Johnson 
“My least boy, Bearcat, has got 
something or nuther the matter with him. He 
‘pears to be in pain mighty nigh all over. He 
can’t stand, set still or lay down. Wisht you’d 
come in and sorter look him over.” 

““Can’t stop now!” hurriedly replied Dr. Slash. 
“I’m on my way to see a gent that they say has 


homestead. 


been shot all to pieces by his brother-in-law 
Tell Bearcat to climb trees till I come back 
Gid-dap, Polivar!” 


Up and Down 
‘My goodness, Jenny, but Molly wears her 
dress awfully short!” 
“Hm,” returned Jenny, “that’s her long suit.”’ 


Springs Eternal 





‘*What’s the prospects on Broadway? Any 
chance to open a bottle?’’ 
**Not a cabaret of hope ad 


Wuite You Rpt 








You can 





es Sa 


iA 






ers —a language they understand and love. 


** Say tt with Flowers’ anytime, anywhere — 
through the Florists’ Telegraph Delivery Association 











with the fragrant FS 
ur Guests message of Flow- & 
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Mac 
of Placid 


This is a love story set in the 
great North Woods which the pub- 
lishers recommend with the utmost 
confidence. It is a new novel 
with the kind of charm that has 
endeared ‘“‘Lorna Doone” to mil- 
lions of readers in all parts of the 


world. 


T. Morris Longstreth, author of 
““Mac of Placid,’’ lives in the 
Adirondacks mountain country. 
There breathes through the story 
a passion for the pines and the 
snows, the hills and the valleys, as 


pure and as stimulating as_ the 
winds that come across’ Lakes 
Saranac and Placid. 

Robert Louis Stevenson, who, 


it will be remembered, lived for a 
while at Lake Saranac, appears as 


one of the characters, and in the 
role of aid to Mac in his fight 
against tremendous odds for the 


delightful Hallie of the hill country. 


““Mac of Placid” published 
by The Century Co., 353 Fourth 
Ave., New York City, and is sold 
at all bookstores for $1.90. 
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To Dampen His Ardor 
‘‘Why is it, after we’ve been engaged seven 
years, your father objects to our marriage next 
April?” 
“Well, my dear, father says you’ve been 
saving me for a rainy day.” 


And Then the Deluge 
Ex-Gob—There’s only one man who could 
persuade me to take on another cruise, and 
he’s dead. 
Re ruiling ( fic er 


E-x-Gobh—Noah. 


Who was that? 


Campaign Methods 
‘*Who’ll we vote fer, Zeb?” 
‘Well, wife, there’s a gentleman candidate 
in the barn shucking corn fer me.” 
**Anda lady candidate in the kitchen washing 


dishes fer me.” 


Proved It 
“Yes,” sobbed the bride, ““we have quar- 
relled. My idol has feet of clay.” 


“What did he do?” 


“Tracked mud over my new carpet.” 
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Just your name on a postal brings any 
of these sensational bargains for free 
inspect ior See for yourself the 
most remarkable values offered 

today in Diamond rings. Write 
quick while this great offer re- 
mains open. 























=Prices Smashed! 


Barnard offers Diamonds at old time 

low prices. We don't buy Diamonds from 

cutters or importers. Instead, we pick up 

bargains from dealers and people who 

need a + These we offer at prices 
\ 


Ex- p, below wholesale. 
quisite Sent to you not one 
fiery Blue RC a cent in advance to 


— prove we save you 
SY money. Pay only 
bargain price if sat- 
isfied after examina- 
tion. Returnit if not 


Weaselton 
Diamond, *°/ jee 
set in 14k solid gold 
hand engraved ring 
Order by No. L505. If 
satisfied after seeing it 
pay only $91.15. 


‘tons 


W 












Blue Wesselton Diamonds 
setin pure platinum. ic 
size, of dazzling brilliancy. 
i4k “American Beauty” 
ring. Order by No. 1506. If 
satisfied after inspection 
pay only $78.45, Or send it 
back if you don’t want it. 






stylish 
gentle- 














man's 
solitaire. Extra heavy 14k solid gold. Flam- 
ingly brilliant steel blue white Diamond, perfect 
cut, full '44 carat weight. Order by No. L507, not one cent 
in advance. Pay only $194.45 after inspection if satisfied. 


in writing with 
Money Back Guarantee "rr". 
eays in plain English we'll pay you spot cash for it in a year if 
ou can find a better bargain! Exchange at full value forever. 


BARNARD & C0 Dept.1010 62 W Madison St. 






CHICAGO, U.S.A 








Phone Complaints 
By Ferpinant 
F rewall 


at my side, 


(GRAHAME 


TELEPHONE 


stood 


. And from its rubber mouth-piece cried 
A voice; “In you I'd fain confide—’ 

I listened eagerly 
\ wary airy fairy voice 


Che sort to make a Pan rejoice; 
I’m shelved,” it chirped, “‘and not from choice— 


\ lonesome phone! That’s me.” 


Wirewail 
all carryalls, 
on evervbody’s walls— 


I’m greatest of 

And found 

From pal ices to stable stalls; 
Yet none considers me 


Of course it’s not occurred to vou 


Phat tel phones have feelings, too; 

Through talking? eans they're talking 
r ugh 

Poor e, but not fe me 

Tho’ faithful as a Saint Bernard 

I’m jerked up rough and jammed down hard; 

Worn out, I’m chucked out in the yard 
Hence this soliloquy 

rhe ceiling’s praised, the lamps, the rugs; 
Piano's great—tfine pore lain mugs!” 

While I acquire phonetic bugs 


For no one flatters me | 





Cuticura Soap 
—— Imparts 


| The Velvet Touch 








Scan, Olegment. Tee ee rT teen. 














I talk until my cells are sore, 

And when long-winded gossips bore 

I only ask a nickel more, 
To feed my battery 

I cover lands and cellar seas 

I bring the lost child’s mother ease— 

I’ve put some kings down on their knees! 
No complim 


ents for me 


The new-born life I often save, 
I vank the old back from the grave, 
I make the murderer behave 


Still no one talks to me 
I buy the meat » banks 
In war I fill up thinned-out ranks; 
When duty’s done, do I get thanks? 
No such good luck for me 


I serve the 


In taxicab or Paris Boursé 

I make my victim leave his purse; 

I’m everywhere but in a hearse 
For dead 

My only get back is to nab 

A fortune for three 

I'd give it back 
Of friendliness to me 


ones can’t see me 


minutes gab; 


for just one blab 


Ep 
Oh, Alexander Graham Bell 
Compk te vour work, my gloom d spel! 
Take time to call me up 1 te i 
Me I’m vour friend! h st me. 


Drawn by Huon Mackay 


or “THe TorToIsE AND 
THE Har” 
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JUDGE 


SEXOQLOGY 


by Willim H. Walling, A. M., M. D. 
imparts in one volume: 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 





Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have k 

Knowledge a Father Should Have 

Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son . 

Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have V 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have P 





Kaewledge a Young Wile Should Have 
trated. Kaowledge a Mother Should Have 
All in one volume, Knowledge a Mother Should impart to Her Daughter 
$2.25 postpaid Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have 
Write for “Other People’s Opinions’ and Table of Contents 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792, Central, PHILA., PA. 


















GET WELL-BE YOCUNG- GROW TALL 





This University discovery is the most important health invention of 
the century It remakes and rejuvenates the Human Body It 


produces accenat spines. it frees impinged and irritated nerves, corrects con 

tracted muse ortened ligaments ye ongestion, improves circula 

thon ond grain e of the be it will increase the gee" s length. 
SutarOR CO., 305-A Adv Bidg., Cle . Oo. 
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Y DONT YOU write 


THE WORDS FOR A SONG 


WELL HRELP~-vVYOU ALONG 
A wg the masic FREE and publishing 


ms toda 
aT LENOX CO., 271 W. 125th St., IN. N.Y. 
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The Kicker 
“Well, what are you kicking about tonight? 
You’ve held good poker hands all evening.” | 
“But nobody else has held anything to | 
come in on.” 
| 
Nothing in It 
‘Five dollars for this musical comedy!”’ 
“But think of the cost of production!” 
‘Tut! Why, they don’t even wear clothes.” 

A Boost for Suburban Real Estate 
Towner—Why do you live so far out? 
Suburbanite—I can find so many more 

excuses for getting home late. Hoy 
Regarding Editorial, Subscription and | 
Advertising Matters . 
SUBSCRIPTION | OFFICES: Main offic Dr 
Building 225 th Av ) NEW YORK European 
\ AE Sons Ltd Cannon House Breatr | 
oe ad n, E. ¢ ey —— bac t | 
To ¢ te ty aS ae 4 = “W, 
untries ce — y 
| 








hould alwavs be asked to produce credential | 

ag Sl | ba OFFICES Brunswick Bidg ? | 
Avenue, New Ye Mar uette Bidg., Chicago; Henr } 
Seattle dy oy er agate ne } 


CH 4 NGE IN 1DDRF SS: Subscriber's old address as we 
as the new must be sent in with re ues t for the chang Also 
give the number appearing on the right band side of the address 
on the wrapper It takes from ten days to two weeks to mak« 
a change 
EDITORIAL OFFICE: 225 Fifth Avenue, New York Cit 
To Contributors: JupGe will be glad to consider jokes and 
stories. Contributions should always be accompanied by post 
age for their return, if unaccepted 
Copyright. 19020, by Leslie-Judge Company. Entered at the 
Post-office at New York as Second-class Mail Matter. Pub ' 
lished weekly by Leslie-Judge Company, 225 Fifth Avenue, 
New York. Reuben P Sleicher, President. George I. Sleicher, 
Secretary. A. E. Rollauer, Treasurer 
Printed by the Schweinler Press. 
Address all correspondence to 


225 Fifth Avenue JUDGE New York City 
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m.L Qu nn Gensenaten. Studio MH, 598 Colombia Road, Boston, 25, Mass. 


rane Interesting Free Book 


s how ‘ scan become a skilled play 
of piano or « n in your own home 

one- quarter usual cost. Dr. Quinn's 
Ww mn Method is endorsed by 
leading musicians d? is of tate ‘Conservatories Successful 25 
" Pl chords at once and con ple te piece in ever) within 
° lessons cientific yet ea t tand. Fully illustrated. For 
mI or tea r old r young ‘All music tree Diploma granted 

wa ‘today for 64-5 book w to Learn Piano or Organ 
















Film Fun 


The magazine that puts you on speak- 
ing terms with your favorite star. 
For Sale at All Newsstands 





20c. A COPY $2.00 A YEAR 
Advertising Rates on Application 
f LESLIE. JUDGE CO 225 Fifth Avenue, New Yerk City 
































Look the Part 
any lines in the show?” 


Must 
“ Has Flossie 
“ No: 


only outlines!” 


Drawn by C. W. Anperso~ 

SWEETS TO THE SWEET 
“\WWHAT DO YOU THINK OF THIS FILM, Henry?” 
“On. I'm No yupGcE. | ONLY TAKE ONE LUMP OF SUGAR 





A Romance 
rr CampBe i HAL! 
Chapter ] 


Her Letters 
By leet 


Dear Sir 


Very truly, 
Chapter I 
My dear Sir 


Verv truly 
Chapter II] 
Dear Mr. Smith 


ours, 


Sincerely, 
Chapter I\ 
Dear I rederic k 


Sincerely yours, 


7 Chapter \ 
Dearest Fred 


Lovingly, 


Chapter VI 


Your own adoring, 


Dear Fred 
\ffectionately, 
Chapter VIII 
Fred: 
: \s always 


Chapter IX 
| Dear Mr. Smith 


| 
Sincerely, 
Chapter X 
Dear Sir: 
Very Truly, 
On the Witness Stand 
“The gentlemansavs he kissed 
you in the dark hall because he 
thought vou were his wife 
**Nonsens¢ 
ae “On your oath, was it not 
possible for him to make an hon 
est mistake?” 
“Ves, but it wasn’t that sort 
of a kiss.” 


Why Men Worship 
tonight, 
Mabel is visiting in the 


“Going to church 


**No, 


Henry?” 


country “ 
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for comfort 


Every pair guaranteed 


MADE AT SHIRLEY MASSACHUSETTS ._ 


\. eee 











ny 

BOOK ON in 
DOG DISEASES V 
And How to Feed 


Mailed free to any address by 
the Author Ht 

H. CLAY GLOVER CO., Ine:, | 
118 West 3lst Street, New York 
























































HUDSON RIVER NIGHT LINES 


Daily from Pier ae R., at Desbrosses St. r 1 6 | ; 
P.M.and7 P. M. ndays and by: l lay 5.6 ‘p M. and | ie 
P, M.: West 132 Vy St. half hou ter (daylight saving | e 
time). Due Albany 6 o'cl k f ike ywwing morning Troy, } ; 
7:15 A.M. Directr yns to all points. | } 
PHONE, CANAL 9000 2 f 








RAISINS—CURRANTS 


Imported Greek, Spanish—Excellent quality. 50-lb. box $12.00 prepaid 
EUROPEAN SUPPLY, Importers 


Box 12 Uptown Pittsburgh, Pa. 














A Question Pertinent 


By Perrin Hoitmes Lowrey | 
i 
SW AYING in the starry light, i ' 

A 

Rhythmic to the tender breeze, 
Blossomy and soft and white, t 
Zend the graceful apple trees— " 
Ladies dancing through a set i, 

Of an ancient minuet! 
As they curtsy in the gloom if 
They are exquisitely fair. ! 
Fireflies flash amid the bloom— 
Jewels in their gowns and hair. i 
Modest maids of long ago i 
Dancing in a stately row. th 
In a straight, imposing line i 
t 


Stand the dark and slender pears 


Brave and chivalrous and fine 
Gentlemen of great affairs! 
Now they bow and thread the \ 
Of the gallant yesterdays. | 





Ti 
As I watch the twinkling trees I 
(Maids and knightly gentlemen) 
All the olden chivalries 
Stir and wake and live again. 


And the moonlit orchard glows 


Like a picture of Watteau’s I 
When the autumn jazzes by 
Dressed in gold and cardinal, 
With habiliments awry i 
In its hectic carnival | 

Will the trees by any chance i 


Try to learn the shimmy dance? 
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Dont Send 
a Penny 


ast write stating size and width—that’s all. 
won send the shoes promptly. We want you 
to see these shoes at ourrisk. Examine 
them, try them on—and then decide 
as to whether or not you wish to keep 

Our special bargain price is 
only $3.98 per pair while they last. 
Season's greatest value. We send 
them to you, nota cent in advance, so 
that you can compare them with a 
$7.000r$8.00shoes. If youdon’ *tthink 
this the biggest shoe bargain you can 
get anywhere, send the shoes beck 
at our expense. You won't beout 
a cent and we take all the risk. 


Stylish and 
Durable 



























Made of genuine Has 
leather in gun military 
metal, popu heel. Best work- 
Manhattan manship. Black 
oles. _ only. Sizes, 6 to 11. 

a 
Sectzie orca $39 
sunstantias, on arrival. If you don't 


soles —re- goes money. 
obligation, no risk to you. But 


inforced 
os and it send at once to be sure 
them. a vale like this coun elle thaetoche 
SEND NOW Just your .. Nomoney now. Wait until 
Po fe ship them at once. Keep them 
only if satisf. Be cure to give cise and width and order by Ne. 


‘actory. 
AX15106: Send now while sale is on. Get your order in the mail today. 


Leonard-Morton & Co. Dept.7139 Chicago 








Two Million 
Motor Cars Will Not 
Be Enough 


MILLION persons who want a car ¥ ‘ 
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ry with t € ew 
) " r. I the M r Det 
ES IES EEKLY p 1 with its exy 
i ad r harge Your car rey 
r w 1s a relial r 
: F r lowing t le 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY 
225 Fifth Avenue, 
New York, N. Y. 


——_ eee oe COUPON — a= ae om oes 


Harotp W Si auson, M.E 
Wanager, Motor Department 
LESLIE'S Ww EEKLY 


5 Fifth Avenue New York City 


I am considering the purchase of a car to cost abom 
ind am especially interested in one of the 
(make 
ly pe 
Wy re rem , ar are as follows 
Cas 
1 } 
er self 
Driven and care ry b 
; hauffeur 
nd ofr er h r “id De used 
I ” her r he , 
” 
The iv roxim eum , 
l am r we han Y dealers in m rrilor 
Please advise me as to the car best suited lo my require 
men 
Nam 
(ddr 
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“JUDGE” 


AND JUPY 


The Isle of Smoke 


By Berton PRALEY 


” they take our tobacco away 
Jur lives will be cheerless and gray; 
But there'll be quite a band 
Which will sail for a land 
Where a smoker may sn oke and be gay. 
Way down in the warm southern seas, 
We will pick out an isle where the breeze 
Is fragrant indeed 
With the scent of the weed, 
And there, in the shade of the trees, 


We'll loiter from morning to night 
With nothing to do but invite 
Our souls, as we puff 
Nicotinian stuff 
In a haze of content and delight. 


We shall grow neither barley nor wheat, 
We shall raise no potatoes or meat, 

But tobacco shall grow 

Row on ripening row 
In the fields aromatic and sweet. 


There shall be no lace curtains to hold 
The reek of tobacco grown old, 

And if we drop ashes 

On chair arms or sashes 
There won’t be a soul who will scold. 


Each house, be it stately or small, 
Shall have, firmly built in the wall, 
A great humidor 
With a plentiful store 
Of smokes to regale one and all. 
By day shall our isle be endowed 
With smoke in an opaline cioud, 
Its beacons by night 
Shall be only the light 
From the pipes and cigars of the crowd. 


And the mariners, sailing the tide, 

Shall sniff at the air, far and wide, 
When the breeze brings the smell 
From the isle where we dwell— 


The smell of the smoke they’re denied. 


Till, lured by that odor of yore 
They'll steer for our beautiful shore 
With one joyous whoop 
They will join with our group 
And never go back any more. 


So, though it’s convenient to stay 

Just now, in the old U. S. A., 
We shall flee, our whole tribe, 
To that isle I describe 

If they take our tobacco away! 


Hees 6 I~ 


Small-Town Standards 
Visitor—Is he a prominent citizen? 
Native—You bet he is. 

Busiress man or politician? 
Neither; but there’s been eight 


V tsitor 
Native 


pictures taker of Main Street in the past forty 


vears and he’s been in seven of them. 


34 


Leap-Year Troubles 

Maude—How do you happen to be en- 
gaged to two men at once? 

Alice—Why, I proposed to Jack last night 
and he accepted me, and now Tom, who refused 
me last week, writes that he has reconsidered 
in my favor! 


























cgadéne,wnwn wm 








Ac 


alll 





ust 28, 1920 








One—Two-Three-Four Flights! 


The lovely burden which in his infatuation he had so gaily 
gathered into his strong young arms had become a dead weight. 
As with bursting chest he scaled one by one the last few steps, it 
seemed to him he was carrying something monstrously heavy, 
something horrible, which suffocated him, and which every moment 
he felt tempted to throw from him in rage. This ascent of the 
staircase in the sad gray light of the morning~—-how typical of their 
whole history! How typical of the history of thousands like them 
who yield to the insidiously seductive doctrine: “Eat, drink, play, 
for the rest is not worth while!” 

The story of Jean Gaussin’s infatuation for Sapho is a far more 
effective sermon than any homily on carnalism ever delivered from 
the pulpit. 

That this was the author’s intention is indicated by his dedi- 
cation: ‘‘For my sons when they are twenty years of age.”” Sapho 
is the masterly creation of Alphonse Daudet, and one of the 
powerful, gripping stories found in the 


Comedie d’ Amour 























THE GREATEST STORIES EVER WRITTEN BY THE MASTER REALISTS OF FRANCE 


Given to Immediate Subscribers The Only Collected Edition of these Famous Stories in English 


Paul De Kock’s Merry Tales WOMAN, with her fascinations, has changed the currents of history. She 
has marred, as well as made, great careers. If, as the poet Pope declared, “‘ Th: 
The purpose of Paul De Kock in writing 


proper study of mankind is man,’” WOMAN undoubtedly has furnished the most 
these very gay and very Gallic stories interesting chapters. If any one doubt this, let him read the Comédie D’ Amour 
of the life of the Latin Quarter, of the No nation has made a closer study of the whole subject of WOMAN than 
Cafes and Catarets, was frankly to amus« the French. She has furnished the inspiration for the best in their Literature, 




















his readers. Few American ré iders know their Drama and their Art. And it is to the literature of France, and to thi 
this smiling writer of stories of the petits *. works of her master realists, that we must go for the most intimate 
bourgeois and Parisian grisette But ~ revelations of the heart of WOMAN-subject of eternal interest and 
to get, this unique set with the J > mystery and endless fascination. 
COMEDIE D’AMOUR you ( : In the Comédie D’ Amour is presented for the first time in 
must be prompt THE SUP- , A> gs 4 English a collected edition of the masterpieces of those famou 
PLY IS LIMITED . “] f ‘PLA French authors who have most excelled in the minute delinea 
s \ A'S} tion of feminine character and its effects on the opposite sex. 


To Get the Benefit of 
Our Before-Pub- 
lication 
Price 
Use 
This 
Coupon 


Now 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO 

416 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 
Send full par ilars and before-publica 
ce of the Comédie D’ Amour and the pr 


nium set of Paul De Kock to 







“ 4 ¥ Name 
“a Mail Coupon Today 
For Illustrated Descriptive Circular and Special Before Addres 
Publication Price and Terms Including the 2000-Page Set 
of De Kock Given to Immediate Subscribers. Occupation State 
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THE Turkish Cigarette 


Every day MURADS are held 
higher in the estimation of the men 











who smoke them. 







They are the standard of Taste. 


They never disappoint—never 
fail—never change— 


They are 100% pure Turkish to- 
I 
bacco—of the finest varieties grown. 





You are proud to smoke them 
in any company—on any occasion. 
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They are the largest selling high- 
orade cigarette in the world. 







The cigarette smokers of America 
DO prefer Quality to Quantity. 










“Judge 









for 





Yourself—!”’ 


